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Remember the Orphans 


| lows WHITE SISTERS are caring for almost a thousand little children in their Orphanages 
who have but one fault: INSATIABLE APPETITES! In these days of depression this is 


a serious fault indeed and the future would be very gloomy 
if the Sisters did not count on the assistance of the Little 
Flower of Lisieux, to whom they have entrusted the care of 
their orphans. 


Daily folding their hands together, these little ones ask 
their holy protectress to shower heavenly roses upon their 
benefactors. 


Any offering, no matter how small, for the ORPHANS’ 
BREAD will be greatly appreciated by the Sisters. In return 
benefactors will have the prayers of these little ones and, 
better still, the blessing of Him Who was once a poor child 
Himself and who said: ‘‘As long as you did it to one of these my 
least brethren, you did it to me.”—St. Matthew XXV. 


Several Good Ways to Help the 


Missionary Sisters 
i 
The perpetual adoption of a Missionary Sister . 
The annual adoption of a Missionary Sister . 
To support a dispensary for a year .......4.. 


The annual adoption of a child in one of the 
BE SRE oc vevccccccveccccvcees 


To ransom a woman or young girl for a Cath- 
olic marriage 


Provide bread for a child, monthly 
To build a hut for a patient in Central Africa 
To support a leper in a hut for a month...... 


To clothe a girl so that she may go to school for 
BITE ovvvscevvecevessesoosooeconeceses 


To keep a sanctuary lamp burning for a month. 


i a) 
Spiritual Favors and Advantages 
All those who help the missions in one way or another 
will share in the Masses, prayers, and good works offered 
up daily by the Missionaries and the natives for their 
Benefactors. 
$2,500.00 Three Masses are celebrated every month for the inten- 
125.00 tions of the Benefactors. 
40.00 ; * 
Special Favors Granted to the 
40.00 Members of the Guilds 
1. Aplenary indulgence following the Ordinary Conditions: 
20.00 (a) The day they join the Guild. 
, (6) On the following feasts: Immaculate Conception, St. Augus- 
1.00 tine, St. Monica, St. Peter and St. Francis Xavier. 
2. Masses said for them after their death at no matter what Altar 
10.00 will procure for their souls the same favors as if they had been cele- 
brated at a privileged altar. 
2.00 Persons who would like to avail themselves of these privileges, by 
becoming members of one of these Guilds may apply to either of the 
following Promoters, who will be pleased to furnish the necessary 
5.00 information: 
1.00 Miss Helen Boland, 35 Madison Avenue, Jersey City. 


Mrs. Roman Smith, Jr., South River, New Jersey. 
Miss Anna Cronin, 11 Wrentham St., Ashmont, Mass. 


For information apply to Rev. Mother Superior, 319 Middlesex Avenue, Metuchen, N. J. 
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Published and edited with ecclesiastical approba- 
tion bi-monthly by the Missionary Sisters of Our 
Lady of Africa (White Sisters), Metuchen, N. J. 


Subscription One Dollar a Year 


Entered as second class matter December 15, 1931, at the post office | 
at Metuchen, N. J., under the Act of March 3, 1879. 
4 


Chilubula is the principal mission station in the present 
Vicariate of Bangweolo, country of the Babemba Tribe; but, 
at the time of its foundation, the territory belonged to the 
Vicariate of Nyassa, from which it was separated in 1913. 


EFORE leaving for Equatorial Africa, our Rever- 

end Mother General presented us to our Apostolic 
Vicar, the late Bishop Dupont, who had just arrived 
from Nyassaland. As soon as His Excellency saw the 
four little Sisters (we were all small of stature) he ex- 
claimed: “Good gracious! Mother Salome, are these 
the Sisters you are going to give me for my Babemba! 
—My negresses will take one under each arm and walk 
off with them.” Then addressing one of us: ‘“My 
child you will not be able to withstand the climate 
very long; you do not seem to be very strong.’ It 
was Sister Genevieve, who, for the last thirty years 
has remained the pillar of the community of Chilubula, 
and who still sprightly goes on under the weight of 
years and incessant work. 

Then His Excellency entertained us paternally, 
speaking with enthusiasm of his ‘‘dear black children”’ 
whom we would join before him. He gave us valu- 
able information and many recommendations con- 
cerning our new mission and the care of our health. 
He even obligingly set them down in writing, and 
their frequent re-reading became a precious help to us. 

The trip was long and tiring, but the good care of 
the Reverend Father Director, to whom our Apos- 
tolic Vicar so kindly recommended us, greatly miti- 
gated our fatigue. After bidding adieu to our Mother 
Superior and Sisters and with a last look at our cher- 
ished Mother House, we crossed the Mediterranean 
embarking at Marseilles on the first of July. It was 
in 1902. The Mediterranean was rather calm; but, 
entering into the Indian Ocean during the monsoon, 
“The Governor’ was rudely tossed to and fro, gratify- 
ing us with incessant rolling and pitching. A terrific 
storm caused the waves to rise high above the deck, 
and, falling, showed all the colors of the rainbow. 
It was indeed beautiful to one’s eyes, but less agree- 
able to one’s stomach. Sister Genevieve made the 
best sailor aboard, happy, even at the very beginning, 
to prove false the Bishop’s prediction. 

With “‘The Governor” lying at anchor at Zanzibar, 
the pearl of the Indian Ocean, we were happy to en- 
joy the cordial hospitality of the Sisters of Saint 
Joseph of Cluny for ten days. 


* The First White Sisters in Nyassaland 


117 


Sn 


The next stop was at Shinde, where a small steamer 
came to take us to shore. The transshipment, a 
rather curious experiment, took place under the twink- 
ling stars. We were invited into a large basket, 
which a crane, hoisting us in the air, swung over and 
dropped us on the small steamer. On being released 
from our cage, there were exclamations and applause 
from all the native crew. 

After another halt of eight days, we started up the 
Zambesi. The river being very shallow, we were 
often obliged to change boats. More than once, 
after a day’s laborious rowing against the wind, we 
found ourselves in the evening at the morning’s start- 
ing point. Due to this continual delay, our provisions 
began to give out and during the last two days on the 
Zambesi we were without food. 

The Bishop had said: ‘At Shiromo you will set foot 
on your promised land.” With what soul-stirring 
emotion we went ashore! During the two days spent 
there, we felt quite at home as we walked through 
the intertwining lanes that mapped the plan of the 
future village, reciting the rosary for the conversion 
of the immense Vicariate which is today, divided into 
three. Our hearts buoyed with zeal for the souls to 
whom Providence had sent us, but Chilubula was 
still far away. 

In leaving Shiromo for Blantyre we made the ac- 
quaintance of the famous hammocks of which we had 
heard so much. In seeing myself carried off abruptly 
like a vulgar bundle by four negroes pacing frantically 
through the virgin forest and shouting stridently, I 
burst out laughing; but, under the burning sun and 
the fatigue of going up and down mounts and vales, 
the bearers became less exuberant. I was moved to 
pity as they panted and perspired under their burden. 
O, how I longed to do something for the souls of these 
pagans! Alas! I would not see them again and they 
had no Missionaries. Ah! I thought, if the young 
girls at home only knew! Iam sure more would leave 
all for the salvation of these millions of souls who have 
no one to teach them the love of a God who died to 
save all mankind; then I crept out of the hammock 
to relieve the carriers. 

At the end of a road under construction, a few carts 
drawn by mules awaited our caravan. Many a time 
during this new mode of conveyance, the drivers al- 


(Continued on page 119) 
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T is with you, happy 

little children of Chris- 
tian homes, blessed by 
Providence; with you, 
whose cradles are wreathed 
with smiles and flowers; 
with you, that I am going 
to speak for a little while of 
“my little Africans.” 

Don’t think that suffer- 
ing, the heat of the sun or 
the wind, which I have ex- 
perienced, has deprived 
them of any charms. Oh 
no, for, without having any 
of the pretensions of a “lady owl,” I am going to tell 
you, quite truthfully, that my little ones are darlings. 
Favorites in the eyes of Jesus they are! They belong 
to the third generation of Christian Arabs whose 
homes were established on the plain of Cheliff by 
Cardinal Lavigerie, our venerated founder. 

These mothers are so full of faith, that, from the 
dawn of reason, they teach their little ones to make 
the sign of the Cross, then to pronounce the sweet 
Name of Jesus. Later when the baby misbehaves, 
his mamma says to him with a sigh, ‘“You are making 
the Little Jesus ery!’”’ And this word goes to their 
little souls so deep that they often repeat it to each 
other, thinking, in their little way that they are 
teachers! 

Do you wish to know how Jesus is loved by our 
little ones? Here is an occurrence which brings tears 
to my eyes every time I think of it. 

Francis is a jolly little fellow, five years old, always 
eager for boxing which he does very skilfully, even 
with bigger boys than himself. Always boisterous at 
catechism, school, and Church, he is difficult to man- 
age. However, while observing him a little, I quickly 
remarked that I would hold his attention with the 
thought of Jesus, and—I decided to make use of it. 

It is especially at the closing of the Christmas sea- 
son, that our dear little ones go every Sunday to place 
their penny at the crib of the ‘“‘Divine Child.” After 
High Mass, all come to the convent and then, on we 
go for a short walk which was to end with a visit at 
the crib. 

That Sunday I said to them, “Children, the Infant 
Jesus is going away tomorrow with the Virgin Mary 
and Saint Joseph; they will come back only at the end 
of the year. Let us all go together to bid them good- 
bye.” While walking, they ask many questions: 
“How can the Child Jesus walk?—Will he go far 
away’?—Will the Blessed Mother find bread for him 
in that country?—Will he find a new home?—Will it 
be cold?—Will there be mountains, like ours with 
snow on them?—And the donkey, Sister, who will 
ride it, the Blessed Mother or Saint Joseph?” 

Silence! Here we are in the Church. They kneel 
before the crib; they drop their pennies in the box. 
Suddenly, Francis, with characteristic vim, exclaims 
in a ringing voice, ‘‘Sister, let me kiss the little Jesus!”’ 
the sweet child is then passed in turn to the tiny lips 
of my forty babies who next wanted to embrace the 
Blessed Virgin! Did this little Francis have any 
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regrets which tormented his little heart with an- 
guish? 

The angels know, but the fact is that on Monday, 
while getting ready to leave the church after having 
placed in a closet all the objects used for the crib, I 
saw Francis approaching. He placed a penny in 
my hand and said, “Wait, Sister, this is to make the 
little Jesus come back!” “But, Francis, he cannot 
return until next year.” Again he ran up with an- 
other penny, ‘‘Now make him come back!”’ Oh, the 
dear Child Jesus, how His Heart must thrill at the 
touching gesture of his generous little friend! 

However, it is in the Catechism lesson that the 
frankness and simplicity of my little ones are revealed. 
During an explanation, Jeanette, wha was not fol- 
lowing the lesson because of something on her mind, 
got up and with an anxious look asked, ‘‘Sister, is it 
true that Jesus makes us die?”’ 

“Not exactly, Jeanette. We die because of the 
disobedience of our first parents who ate the apple 
that God had forbidden them to taste.” The little 
girl answered quickly, ‘Oh, I didn’t eat any of the 
apple.” 

It was Jeanette again who interrupted the cate- 
chism lesson to ask, “Sister, is it the little Jesus who 
speaks in my heart?” 

“Who told you that, Jeanette?” 

“Nobody, Sister, I thought of it by myself.” 

Another day while explaining the Sacrament of Holy 
Orders, I questioned the boys, ‘‘Let’s see, is there 
anyone here who is going to be a priest?” Several 
hands were raised enthusiastically. A great many 
questions were asked after which they made, in com- 
mon, a resolution to say a prayer every day at the 
end of the lesson, that Our Lord would choose at least 
one priest from St. Monica. 

But one of the little girls protested, “How is it, 
Sister, that you pay attention only to the boys?”’ 
Who is going to pray for the girls to be Sisters?” 

It is Ash Wednesday. 
I explain to the children 
the reasons for Lenten 
penances. And I list a 
few little mortifications 
for them to carry out. 
When I said, that rising 
in the morning must be 
prompt, after offering 
their hearts to God, little 
Francis got up and de- 
clared with his customary 
impetuosity, ‘““When I get 
up, I say to God right off, 
““My God say good morn- 
ing to little Jesus for me.” 
If nothing else, the very 
tone of voice with which 
he expresses himself stirs 
the very soul. 

Wasn’t it right totell you 
at the beginning that my 
little ones are darlings? 


They are more than that; 
they are good, truly good, 


Teaching Christ to “My 
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Ones. 


because they are Christians and their young souls are 
wide open to the influences of faith. 

Among many, I am going to give you a proof of it. 
The recent terrible floods of Cheliff having deposited 
along the length of the rivers quantities of broken 
wood, our Sisters of St. Elizabeth’s Hospital were kind 
enough to give us several wagon loads of it which our 
older ones unloaded with zest. 

That evening, as I gathered them together, to give 
them a little reward, Lucien protested vigorously, 
“No, no, Sister, I want nothing: I worked for God, 
nothing else, it is He who has rewarded me. 

And now, do you think there is no trouble in the 
lives of my little ones? 

Far from it, in their lives, but frequently in the case 
of their mothers, there are many cares, cares and 
troubles you have no idea of. 

Pray for them, dear little children, pray to our 
Father in Heaven Who takes care of poor little birds. 
And if you can sometimes spare a penny from your 
gifts: a toy,a doll, which you can sacrifice, think of my 
little ones who will join their hands in prayer to Jesus 
whom they love so much, begging Him in their irre- 
sistible way to bless you for them. 


A Missionary Sister 


ere 


The First White Sisters in Nyassaland 
(Continued from page 117) 


most precipitated equipage and passengers into the 
numerous ravines along the way. Broken by the 
jerks and covered with red dust, we arrived safely at 
Blantyre, where we stayed three days before another 
hammock-trip to the steamer. 

The Nyassa being very rough at this season. the 
emotions of the Indian Ocean were renewed for 
another week. On the evening of the seventh of 
September “The Queen” 
stopped before Karanga, 
but it was impossible to 
land: the lake was in a 
fury. O, what a night it 
gave us as a parting sou- 
venir! But such a joyous 
surprise awaited us the 
next morning that we for- 
got all our past troubles. 
As the native barks came 
to take us ahore, we no- 
ticed a great many ne- 
groes swimming toward 
us with great demonstra- 
tions of joy. The Rever- 
end Father Director re- 
cognized in them the men 
of Chilubula who had 
come to meet the caravan. 
Owing to the wind, the 
barks could not reach 
shore; but, before we 
knew what it was all 
about, each one of us was 
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seized by a, jovial negro, lifted to his shoulder and 
carried to land amid shouts and enthusiastic manifes- 
tations of glee. It was the first meeting between the 
Sisters and the Babemba Tribe. But being the feast 
of the Nativity of the Blessed Virgin, Reverend Father 
now Bishop Larue, Apostolic Vicar of Bangweolo, 
celebrated the Holy Sacrifice of the Mass in a poor 
hovel. Our souls fortified and filled with consolations 
we continued our journey, carried, this time, by the 
dear Babemba who expressed their happiness by their 
repeated songs of which we could understand only: 
‘‘Bamama ku Chilubula”’ (The Sisters have come to 
Chilubula.) 

When the sun began to decline behind the moun- 
tains our tents were pitched for the first time. It was 
nomadic life that began and lasted two weeks. Even 
after thirty years, its charm is well remembered. 
Every evening our thoughtful Director gave us a 
spiritual talk, saying: ‘“‘It is less tiring than reading.”’ 
Then the camp-chief, a stalwart native with gray hair, 
gave the signal and the hundred and fifty porters that 
formed the caravan assembled for night prayers, their 
strong harmonious voices reechoing from the moun- 
tains. 

At 3:30 A. M. we assisted at Mass in the open air. 
Breakfast over and the tents lowered, we resumed our 
journey through the forest and up and down the 
mountains meeting with large rivers that had to be 
crossed in hollowed tree trunks, indeed many a comical 
adventure cheered us on the way. On the twenty- 
second, we found ourselves before a line of huts: it was 
Lubwe, the first foundation of the mission, but which 
had been abandoned for a more favorable site. That 
night we heard the roaring of the king of the forest. 
He seemed to be very near, but respected our camp. 
The next day, we could have reached the mission by 
quickening our pace, but such was not the decision of 
the staff of porters. We were to camp at Mienge, a 
village about two hours from Chilubula, so as to give 
two messengers the time to notify our arrival at the 
mission and prepare a suitable reception in honor of 
the coming of the first Sisters in Nyassaland. 

As the Blessed Virgin is Patroness of the mission of 
Chilubula, we were greatly pleased to arrive on her 
Feast of Mercy. At 2: A.M. on the twenty-fourth of 
September the porters were up and busily making pre- 
parations for the departure. 


1Arabian national food. (To be continued) 
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Back Once More into the Fold 


HE was only a tiny sheep when she was firstbrought 

into the Fold. Her name was Kasapo; the slaves 
had stolen her from her parents in Upper Congo, and 
meant to sell her in Ujiji. That was some forty 
years ago, then the slavers were tracked, and their 
human goods freed by European watchfulness. Cross- 
ing the Lake Tanganika was by far the shortest route, 
but the most dangerous, so the caravan of slavers 
went on foot round the Lake from the West to the 
East Coast. Little more than a baby, Kasapo was 
lucky enough to be carried on a man’s shoulder dur- 
ing the hard journey. These traders were not bad 
men, they only wanted honest and fair payment for 
their goods, so Kasapo with the whole batch was 
sold to the White Fathers in Mambwe. At that 
time the first White Sisters arrived in Karema, and 
all the girls were sent to these new 
““Mothers”” who would love them. 
When the years of preparation 
were over Kasapo was baptized 
and she chose her name: Lucy. 
Her childhood, had been happy, 
and she always proved a kind, 
gentle and helpful girl. She mar- 
ried a Christian young man from 
her own tribe, and thought she 
was the happiest bride on earth, 
and was indeed, but only for one 
year. Her husband left his home 
when their first baby died, and 
was never seen again. Then 
Kasapo was taken in by the Sisters 
to help them in teaching, feeding, 
clothing and washing their home- 
less girls whom they were prepar- 
ing for Baptism. 

She succeeded so well, that she 
was sent to “mother” the girls in 
other missions of Tanganika, which 
had yet no White Sisters. Years 
went on, but poor Lucy got tired 
of her easy and well-ordered life 
and of her routine work; her inborn 
yearning for freedom led her to leave it, and very 
soon after, the temptor had whispered in her ear, 
she found a canoe and some traders who would take 
her to Kigoma, on the North-East coast of the Lake. 

The Lamb had run away from the Fold, shut her 
ears to the Shepherd’s voice and shaken off all re- 
ligious duties and habits, trying to forget her Chris- 
tian dignity. Daily she sank lower into the depths 
of paganism. ... . 

The next chapter of her life should never be read, 
so I will not write it. Lucy sums it all up in one 
short sentence: “‘I went astray .. .” 

But the Good Shepherd knew where she was. 
Many other sheep, not as bad as she, not even so far 
from the Fold, ever found their way back, the enemy 
devoured them. But Lucy, by an excess of divine 
love was brought back. A sudden and strange dis- 
ease tore her away from the sad life she led. Mother 
Superior found her unconscious in a poor miserable 
house not far from our hospital here in Ujiji. She 


was brought here on a stretcher and laid in a comfort- 
able bed. Father X was called to administer Ex- 
treme-Unction. The Good Shepherd was waiting 
and we, with Him, in prayer. She recovered con- 
sciousness after two days. Her first thought was for 
Jesus, her first word: Confession. 

Now Lucy is changed. She is an invalid unable 
to do hard work, but she does splendid work, and is 
a great help to the hospital Sisters. When a new 
patient comes into the ward, first of all she observes 
him (or her) and finds out their character. Then 
she comes, and makes her report which always proves 
to be correct: ‘Mamma, says she, its no use talking 
to this fellow about God or death, he believes only 
in witchcraft and in good food. Or then: this poor 
woman has a soul wide open, we may call God’s grace 
in. As Lucy still retains her taste 
for teaching, she uses that gift 
especially when private and secret 
tuition is needed; even in an over- 
crowded ward she manages to teach 
prayers and catechism, without 
strange ears or inquisitive eyes 
being aware of her doings. Even 
during. the night, she makes it a 
duty to have a look at So and So 
who is at death’s door, and if dan- 
ger is near, we are sure she will 
call us; she frets and worries until 
the pagan patient is safe in God’s 
home or at least ready to be bap- 
tized. 

This is how Lucy works for the 
sheep that are outside the Fold 
since she has been returned to it. 


S.M. Denis, 
White Sisters, Ujiji. 


Will you do your part 
in helping us 
spread the light— 


Your subscription renewal would be appreciated 
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An Appeal for Help 


A Missionary Drive 


“‘A friend in need appeals to a friend indeed.”’ 

We are carrying the “spirit of hopefulness”’ into our 
plans for the “MrssenGcer”’ of this year 1934. As 
every other publication we are losing subscribers and 
are heavily feeling the strangling fingers of depression. 

The expenses are very high and we are unable to 
meet them. 

First of all, we wish to extend our sincere thanks 
to our members, subscribers and friends, who, in 
spite of the “hard times” are continuing their co-ope- 
ration and help towards our African Missions. 

For 1934 we make a supreme appeal to all our 
readers, upon them do we depend for our success in 
obtaining NEW SUBSCRIBERS and for this pur- 
pose we are organizing a DRIVE, offering the follow- 
ing prizes: 


For 2 subscriptions and your own 
A aaa An African Scenery 


Vor & subsciptions. .......i..... 6 
A statue of Our Lady of Africa 


For 10 subscriptions............... 
An Arabian Oriental Tapestry 


The 
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of Our Ladp 
of Africa 


Published by 
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When this copy reaches you, read it carefully then 
hand it to some friends to interest them in our work. 


Please use the blank for your own renewal as well 


as your friends’ subscription and donations for the 
Missions. 


May we ask the co-operation of the Sisters, in en- 
couraging the class to subscribe to this little maga- 
zine, having Mission literature in the schools and 
helping the unfortunate Africans, who are not blessed 
with the necessities of life as our own American chil- 
dren. 


If this appeal does not reach its GOAL it is with 
great regret that we may have to diminish the actual 
size of our ‘‘MrSSENGER OF OuR LApy or AFRICcA”’ to 
half its actual size. 


SHALL WE HAVE TO MAKE THE SACRI- 
FICE? YOUR GENEROSITY SHALL GIVE THE 
ANSWER. 


P. S.—The renewal of subscription is not desig- 
nated for those who have paid for 1934. 


OF 


Wat ya cryin’ for? 
Magazine gettin’ little, 
Wait our dear Subscribers 


ll cheer us up a little. 
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A Zealous Missionary 


. we received news from Kala, Vicariate 
Apostolic of Tabora, relating the last moments 
of Mother Amable. This zealous Missionary was 
born at Lowell Massachusetts in 1889. She sailed 
for Algiers in 1913, and shortly after, was sent to 
Central Africa to devote herself in our English Mis- 
sions. Like another Christ, her ceaseless activity 
and inspiring zeal won the hearts of the natives as we 
shall see in the following letter: 

“The death of Mother Amable has been for us a 
sore trial. After twenty 
years spent in a fruitful 
Apostolate in Africa, her 
health began to fail. 

“On Assumption Day, 
August the fifteenth, our 
Mother was taken ill with 
pneumonia. Every means 
was taken to try to check 
the disease, but we soon 
realized that the last mo- 
ments were approaching. 

“The evening of the 
seventeenth, finding our 
dear patient very weak 
and suffering, we thought 
it prudent to have her re- 
ceive the Last Sacra- 
ments; being conscious, 
Mother Amable welcomed 
the Holy Viaticum, Ex- 
treme Unction and made the Sacrifice of her life. 
The following day, we noticed a slight change for the 
better, we still had hope, but she was always speaking 
about Heaven, her joy of dying during the Holy Year, 
thank us for having been so kind to her, and many 
other fondly treasured words. 


“The twenty-first, during the forenoon, she still 
clung to life; she asked that vigorous treatments may 
be tried once more, which might effect a cure and 
enable her to devote many more years to the Mis- 
sions. Alas! the end was at hand, we could hardly 


Spiritual Bouquet 


This Spiritual Bouquet together with an offering, 
for the adoption of an African baby has been sent by 
a small class of seventeen pupils from Eel Brook’s 
School, Nova Scotia: 


323 


157 
Ways of the Cross 138 


Visits to the B.S 325 
Rosaries 455 
Acts of Mortification 581 
Hours of Silence 515 
Benediction of the B. 8 421 


433 


May Our dear Lord bless these little ones who are 
working for His forsaken ones. 


Mother Amable with her children 


understand our dear Mother. The same evening 
at about seven o’clock, she peacefully passed away 
after receiving a last absolution. 

“There was deep mourning among all the Chris- 
tians. The following day the negroes came to pray 
near the body, and obedient to the orders given by 
the Reverend Father Superior, they recited their 
rosary very piously, instead of screaming which is 
the custom of pagans at all wakes. 

The funeral was at- 
tended by all those she 
had so dearly loved; the 
church was crowded as 
on Sundays. Every Ne- 
gro wanted to help carry 
the body to its last rest- 
ing place, to render hom- 
age to the one who sacri- 
ficed her life for them. 

We hope that in Heav- 
en , this dear Mother will 
continue her Apsotolate 
and be our advocate for 
the Missions. 

May her prayers en- 
courage numerous mis- 
sionary vocations, who 
following her example will 
become zealous laborers in the Lord’s Vineyard.” 


From a Mite to a Chalice 


How worthy and sublime to offer a chalice for a 
Mission! 

But during these days of depression it seems nearly 
beyond one’s means. Absolutely not, just save and 
send your old silver or golden jewelry, relics and 
trinkets which are hoarded away and they shall be 
changed into a lovely chalice. 

Your small sacrifice shall give you the grace to par- 
ticipate in the Sacrifice of all sacrifices—the Mass. 


Obituary 


We ask our readers to join us in praying for the 
repose of the souls of Mrs. Catherine McGovern and 
Mr. Paul Stiefvater, two active members of Our 
Lady of Africa Guild, wid al 


Stamps! Stamps! 


The White Sisters would be grateful to all those 
who would send to them their cancelled stamps, tin- 
foil, etc. 
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